FIRST  CLASS  TRAIN. 


In  memory  of  William  Cooper  and  Andrew  Irving. 
Who  were  killed  at  an  accident  on  the  G.  W.  R. 
near  Princeton,  Ont.,  October  5th,  1876. 


Down  brakes,  down  brakes  was  the  startling  sound, 
I    On  the  mid-night  air  that  rang;  , 
Down  brakes,  down  brakes  and  the  train  men  all 
To  their  duty  sprang. 

Down  brakes,  down  brakes  and  the  engine  groaned, 
And  strained  were  her  sinews  of  steel, 

As  she  bounded  along  like  a  fury  mad, 
O'er  the  ties  from  a  broken  wheel. 

Down  brakes,  down  brakes  a  score  of  years, 

Were  compressed  in  a  moment  then  ; 
But  Cooper  thought  how  he'd  save  the  train 

And  the  lives  of  his  fellowmen. 

Down  brakes  quick  Andrew,  quick  he  cried. 

Oh,  God,  how  the  engine  rolls; 
Short  swift  my  mate  for  you  and  me, 

May  Christ  receive  our  6ouls. 

Ah,  little  the  Public  think  of  the  risks 


THE  RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

By  Lord  Lindsay,  the  Celebrated 
English  Traveller,  found  the  seed  in  the  hands 
of  a  Mummy  in  Egypt. 


It  takes  more  nerve  to  stand  on  a  cab, 
Than  in  front  of  an  Armstrong  gun. 

You  may  boast  of  your  heroes  of  every  kind 

But  where  can  jrou  find  a  peer 
For  the  man  who  bravely  sticks  to  his  post ; 

Like  the  Railway  Engineer. 

Good-bye  brave  hearts  you  did  your  best, 

Tho'  yourselves  you  could  not  save; 
A  thousand  Brothers  of  yours  since  then, 

Have  followed  you  both  to  the  grave. 

When  the  gates  of  Heaven  are  opened  to  you 

And  its  shining  track  you  tread ; 
May  you  hear  the  Great  Conductor  say  ? 

All  right  boys !  come  ahead. 

God  is  the  fire,  the  truth,  the  steam, 

Which  drives  the  engine  and  the  train ; 
You  must  this  weight  of  glory  gain, 

Or  else  with  Christ  you  ne'er  can  reign. 

Come  now  poor  sinners,  now,  is  the  time, 

At  any  station  on  the  line 
If  you'll  repent  and  turn  from  sin, 

The  train  will  stop  and  take  you  in. 

Lookout  for  the  train  when  its  coming  around  the  curve 

And  get  on  board, 
And  if  you  are  left  behind, 

You  will  be  lost. 
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Two  thousand  years  ago  a  flower 
Bloom  brightly  in  a  far  off  land  ; 

Two  thousand  years  ago  its  seed, 
Was  placed  within  a  dead  man's  hand. 

Before  the  Saviour  came  on  earth 
That  man  had  lived,  loved  and  died; 

And  even  in  that  far  off  time 
The  flower  had  spread  its  perfume  wide. 

Nations  ever  born  and  turned  to  dust, 
While  life  was  hidden  in  that  shell ; 

And  will  not  He  who  watched  the  seed, 
And  kept  the  life  within  the  shell. 

When  those  he  loved  are  laid  to  rest, 

Watch  over  their  buried  dust  as  well ; 
Will  not  be  from  beneath  the  sod, 
Cause  something  glorious  to  arise. 


Ah,  tho'  it  sleeps  two  thousand  years, 

Yet  all  that  buried  dust  shall  rise ; 
Just  such  a  face  as  greets  you  now, 
Just  such  a  form  as  here  you  bare. 

Only  more  glorious  far  will  rise, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  in  the  skies ; 
Just  such  a  seed  that  which  grows, 
Just  such  a  seed  when  buried  low. 

Just  such  a  flower  in  Egyt  grows, 

And  died  two  thousand  years  ago ; 
And  now  I  lay  me  dow  n  to  sleep, 
When  I  quit  this  vale  of  tears. 

Yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I  see  God ; 
Altho'  I  sleep  two  thousand  years. 

The  shivering  hand  is  robbed  at  last, 

The  seed  is  buried  in  the  earth ; 
When  low  the  life  hidden  there, 
Into  a  glorious  flower  burst  forth. 
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St.  Thomas,  April  11th,  1885. 


(G.  A.  Watson,  Printer  and  Stationer.) 


